A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
OB top5 capable of keeping out anything, for we are
dug into the hill-side. Only fifty yards separates
us from the Germans in one place. We mine and
they mine - we blow and they blow. What a game
it is! Christmas is spent in the line. We give the
enemy half an hour's hell with all kinds of guns and
weapons as a Christmas box. I do not believe in
Christmas relaxation, in war.
On the left the mud is awful up to the Serre road.
In the middle is the redan, a tiny salient. The
Brigadier decides to give this death trap up and wire
the vacated trenches. I go out at night with Ronald-
son to reconnoitre. We miss our way. Where are
we? Lost? It looks like it. It is a race against time,
as, if we are not in our own line by dawrn, we must
hide all day or get shot. We are in a gigantic crater.
We must not slip to the bottom. I pause and think,
and try to locate our wire. We strike out once more.
A flash, a shot, a bullet whistles round our ears.
"Stop shooting/ I cry. 'Who's that?' comes the
answer. 'William of Orange/ I venture, giving the
countersign in the hope of recognition. 'Come on
then5 and let's look at ye,' shouts a savage sentry at
the point of the bayonet. <Oh, it's the colonel/ I hear
him say as I crawl forward, for I had been appointed
acting lieutenant-colonel that very day - 'William of
Orange never lost his way!'
The fight against the condition known as 'trench-